THE TRAIN
matters of organization—it's you every time, but your
name is not mentioned.55
"Oh, that doesn't matter in the least," said Danilov,
The doctor made a face.
*Tou don't think he did it on purpose?"
"No," said Danilov, "I don't."
He was quite certain that Suprugov had done it on
purpose. He pretended to himself that it did not matter
to him. To hell with it, he wasn't working to get his
name in the papers! But a worm gnawed at his mind:
here he had spent sleepless nights thinking it aB out,
arranging; there were others, too, who had worked with
him and planned and become excited—but not a word
about them. The people who read the paper attributed
the whole thing to the doctors.
To Suprugov he only said: * 'You've given us a lot of
trouble, doctor. We'll have to start growing the onions
at once,"
Julia Dmitriyevna was the one who appreciated the
article most—how well written it was! And how thought-
ful of him to have made a special mention of the model
state of the dispensary.
Julia Dmitriyevna's feeling for Suprugov was of a
strength and magnitude that she had never before
experienced.
Suprugov was the first man ever to seek her company,
To begin with it was because Danilov was offhand with
him, Faina frightened him with her advances, and the
others, although they laughed at his stories and jokes,
turned away indifferently when they ended. In Julia
Dmitriyevna's presence he felt more confidence in him-
self, he saw that she was always sympathetic and kindly
disposed towards him, although he had no idea of the
reason. At first it was simple friendship, and then
suddenly, after his mother's death, he began to think-
why should he not marry her?
Marry? .,. There was something attractive about the
idea.
First of all, the housekeeping ... after aH, it was better
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